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DIALOGUE, &c, 


oh H Ro Fingers, ſee the Morn, 
f Like Whitefield 8 Followers, new-born, 


Come peeping out to greet our Sight, 

And made bal mourning of the Night. 
That i is, as honeſt Dyers ſay, 

She ſpung d the Dye, and turn d it grey. 
But, firſt, t'avoid all fell Diſpute, 
From what 7. he Loyal may impute, 

The fatal Ara being Func, 

We'll prove it plain as So} at Noon 

Her Fingers, tho with Roſes crown'd, | 

Were with the regal red ones bound; 

For fair Aurora had more Senſe, 


Than to wear White, to give Offence, - 
: as | From 
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She gave a Peep into the Caſh; 


From it Council firſt ſhe came, 


Where moſt with /eeping greet the Dame. 
O'er Rheams of Treaties ſome Folks Nod, 
Some Yawning ſend Expreſs abroad; 


All dream; tis hard to ſay which more, 


The Knight at Chair, or John at Door ; 
The Ermine ſtays, the Scarlet flies, 


The Mitre guards the Prelate's Eyes, 


His conſtant Courſe the Knight to keep, 
Takes their Conſent, when faſt aſleep, 


7— 7 that Terror of the B- d, 


Sworn Foe to every Spaniel L- d, 


Is now no more. Sleep on the Drone! 


Nor wake till Liberty is gone. 


The Morn with Bluſhes left the Place, 5 


And followed cloſe the Heels of's s Grace, 


Whoſe Scarlet then to common View 
Seem'd to attain a brighter Hue, 

As if the very Cloth could know . 

It with Reſentment ought to glow, 

Next glancing thro' the 1. — Saſh: : 


Where 


50 


Where many a Fiſt ſhe plainly Towy!': inn; 
And one ſhe mark'd, a well-known Paw ! = 
For he, like Volpone, takes great care 
Each Morn the muſty Bags to air. : 
Thence takes his Sentiments divine, 
There pays his Homage to his Shrine 
Convenient to his Houſe they join! 
"Tis a good Scheme! who would oppoſe it? 
Z--nds! what's a Houſe without a CL o 3817 
The Knight had ta en his Chocolate, | 
At Eaſe in Elbow Chair he ſate ; + 
Aſſiduous Nils at four had been, 
Admitted cloſe behind the Screen. 
Huge Invanpo ſculk d away, 
Having got Orders for the Day 
| What Rogues to puniſh, what to pay. 
Like School-boys, hungry Authors wait, 
With dangling Satchels at his Gate; 
' Happy's the Man like Od-U bleſt ! 
| Free in the Hall to crack a Jeſt; 
But happier ſtill the choſen few ! 
Who wait within a Room or two: 


1, 


e 
But few he ſees, there let em tend, 


An Hour or ſo he will unbend. 


The Bell was rung · the Fav rites gone, VE 
When, wadd' ling up came Britiſh John. 

But firſt the Knight's Diſcretion judge, 
Ia choice of this his Boſom Drudge 3 


Jobn is a downright plodding Fool, 
An undeſigning, honeſt Tool 3 
"Tis true he wears a homely Look, 


Nor knows to introduce a D-ke:: 
When fore Amb-ff-ors he's ſeen, 
i has no very pleafidg Mien 
Vet Fohn is faithful, means no harm, 


And then he what your Cits- call warm. 
He'll treat ye with a Mug of Ale, 

Or Wine, to pump a modern Tale 3 

And while his Gueſts puſh round the Cup, 
Jobn like a Toaſt ſucks the Froth up. 

This carry'd to his Maſter, proves 


How much his Intereſt he loves, 


Fohn pays the Tradeſmen, 1 n 
At Br--ks's Club, juſt Vike a Wit, 


Nor 
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Nor ſhines he chere, but boldly braves 
Paven d M--tr--s and brocaded Slaves, ' 
What need he fear his perfion'd Grace? 

| Why John himſelf has got a Place; 3 

Nor heeds he C mmer or L-d, 

To him a R--bb--on's like a Cord. — 

In City Walls he's ſeldom ſeen, 


There like the Knight he gets the Spleen I 


But then he's conſtantly at C—— 

Or makes the Lobby | his Reſort, 

In ſhort, to ſum up all in one, 

He ſuits the Knight, the Knight ſuics 2 
Thus far premis d- begin we now 

The Subſtance of our Tale to ſhew. 

The Knight I think where we left off 

Had juſt ſat down to vent a Cough-= 

To think what he had been about, — 

To read his Treaties, - rub his Gout—, 

(For though however ſound his Head ! 

| Yer "tis well known his Footing's bad.) 

1 By various Diſappointment vext, 

; Falk blund ring Meaſures much perplext, 
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Lee Cibber's Son, the Wonder of the Age. 


1 
His Thoughts to him much Gui convey, 


He fain would know what others ſay : 
And ſhudd'ring at his many Sins! 
With Diffidence he thus begins-- 


Knight, Shut, ſhut the Door, good Jobn, 1 blame | 
Myſelf for this Pope us d the ſame. 


IT hate him for ſuperior Senſe ; 


I want no Men of Excellence; 


He in his Grotto ſits and ſings, 


And ſports with Miniſters and Kings. 


Nor Greyhounds dreads, nor Writs uncouth, 


But laughs ſecure in Senſe and Truth. 


His Pen's a Venom galls my Heart, 
Bares the film'd Skin, and aids my Smart. 
Give me the Man, who pertly dull, 


For Senſe neer racks his leaden Skull, 


Wich Face enough to dread no Shame, 
And Mi, all Conſcience to diſclaim, 


Who writes no Sepſe, to graſp at Praiſe, 


But blunders on, as P. pays. 
John, Such I have found, fled from the Stage, 


Knight. 


bts 


Knight, "Tis done; ye Gazetteers deſcend, 


Reſign your Quills, to him all bend; 
Ye've wrote, till none your Satire dread, 
Ye're all grown dull, fince you've been fed. 
Piſtol's the Man ;--I'm ſure his Wit 
Is for my Cauſe and Judgment fit : 
New 'T----s he ſhall help me make, 
And vindicate me, when they break. 
P 3 ſhall ſoon his Greyhounds ſend; 
He is a thorough, truſty Friend, 
And underſtands all Party Evil, 
From Pope himſelf, to Printer's Devil. 
But Foby, what News?--—do Cits fill grumble? 
Or are my poor enough, and humble? es, 

Fohn. O, all the honeſt ones approve | 
Your Schemes, and teſtify their Love; þ 
Your Tradeſmen all their Windows light, | 
And drink your Health each Birth-Day NPE 
The Publick Offices too join, 


And toaſt you freely i in Gift-Wine, 


But ſome there are, who void of Grace, 


Wou d gladly 0 you 1 your Place; 1 
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In Publick Companies declare, 


Your H--d the Wrongs it caus'd, ſhould ſhare, 
And to take off what they endure, 
Should yield irſelf, to work a Cure, 
Some ſecretly bemoan their Caſe, 
And ſome would curſe ye to your Face. 
They re robb'd and plunder'd of their Right, 
And would, they cry, but muſt not fight. 
Knight, Why, John, one Fleet is fail'd, the Preſs 
Continues---Is not that Redreſs ? 
It Spain won't ſoon, ſhe muſt be made. 
John. Why, aye, they cry, but you're afraid. 
No Money ſtirs, that ſtagnates Trade. 


Knight. H. muſt plunder the Galleons. 

John. But will you let him fire his Guns? 

Knight. A Peace dear- bought is better far 

Than an expenſive tedious War. 

Our Sailors all are full of Heart. 
John. Yes---but not inclin d to take your Part. 
Knight. Should Spain go on, by Land we'll quell, - 

Their utmoſt Force in ſpite of H-Il: | 

3 iv Well 
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Well diſciplin'd, our * won t ſpare; : 


One Fire 
John. —-Spoils all their powder d Hair. 
Knight. Our Officers are youthful, ſtout; 
The old ones broke — th | 
John. The young ſell out. 
Knight. Who d be ſo bold to ſwear this true, 
That ſaw the Pride of one RW 
John. The formal Drollery all condemn, 
And with the utmoſt Scorn contemn; 
Swear that they all are peaceful Boobies, 
Farce, Feather, Folly, Lace and Loobies. 
Knight. Our Credit's good--We' ve Caſh in Plenty, 
22 But Cits complain of Pockets empty. 
Knight. Good Fobn, be free, I want to know 
1n plaineft Terms which Way 'Things go. 
John. Ah! deareſt Sir, I dread to tell, 
The Thought itſelf's a ſhocking H- 
By Ruſticks ſpurn'd--by Merchants bated, 
By Churchmen ſcorn'd, Diſſenters hated; | 
Yourſelf is all which you advance, 


The Ape of F----y, Dupe of F-==-e, 
Ape OL Downey, Dupe OL Down Knight, 
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Knight. Ww hat none my Friends? 


Jebn. —-But very few; ; | 
Some bawll your Name Bs ſhabby Crew, 
And they give out=-for Profit too. 


There's ſcarce a Child that runs alone, 


But faintly Liſps---pyll R- down #22 


' Knight, Well; ceaſe this Theme, my Hope depends 
i On W--<r new B- e for Friends. 
If any darę my Schemes deride, 
P. ſhall humble all their Pride. 
How ſtands the Club? I hope they're faſt; 
Be ſure take care of their Repaſt; 
Ven ſon in Plenty chey ſhall have, 
I think each Man is there my Slave. 

John, True to a Man—all good and right—- 
We drank your Honours, Health laſt Night. 
Knight, They differ from the vulgar Throng? 
Jobs. It i is their Creed, you cant do wrong, 
F. or you they drink wich all their Might, 

For you they d almoſt dare to fight, 


And ſwear you're ever in the Right, 
Knight. 
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Knight. No other Healths? 
Joby, — Yes; uſual ones, 
The —'s, his Daughters, and his Sons, 
If any Strangers chance come there, 
Eſpecially, when I've the Chair, 
We on our ſtricter Rules invade 
And ſometimes drink Succeſs to Trade, 
WO I.—, that's all who're of the Clan, 


We toaſt em Bumpers to a Man, 


Knight. That's needleſs, Jobn, tis thrown away, 

| You know they're ſtanch—while they have pay. 
John. It might once ſo—but now's of Uſe, 

Some of the Pack are late broke loſe. | 
Knight. Whom next? John, The B- s are our Friends 
Knight. Aye, But to gratify their Ends. 

They re certain to us by their Calling 

For S—s are often vacant falling. 

Jobn. Then next the Army claims the Glaſs. 
Knight. Well, that indeed may briskly paſs 
Fobn. We damn all Parties and Diſſention, 

And then, of courſe, toaſt your Cy 


Knight, 
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Knight. Don B—Ss an Honeſt Fellow, 

John. We neer toaſt Him till we're juft mellow J 

For by the preſent Taſte o th Town, 

We know till then it won't go down. ut 4 
Knight. Well; let the Town fay what they will, 

I have the better on it ſtill, 

Your Meſſages? and chen ve done. 
Jobn. Some Packets, Sir, from Ircland one, 
Knight, I do not like the Iriſh Dean, 

Such Wits to me have Poiſon been. ? 

Joby. The linnen Manufact'ry rais d, 

Is doubly fince laſt Year increas d. 


Knig ht. Their Growth * ſtop; : they wi TA 9 | 


much, 

By this we hurt our Friends the D---h. 

Jobn. Sir Billy'd know, for Profit 8 Sake, 

Which Side o th' Queſtion he muſt take, 

And Bank-Bill too, the honeſt Cit. 
Knight. Why, on the Side they fee me fit. 
Jobn. His G wou'd know what he muſt write. 
Knight. Lend me the Stool, Jun, | muſt 

Fohn. 


6. 2 
Fobn. O1 your Favoq x 


For keeping from the pubs s 


Two well- wrote free- born Tragedies, - 

Which would too e! have ope d Folks Eyes. 

Beſides, he anſwer d Wh--d' s Satire, 
Knight. Well, thank him, John, for his Good Nature. 

John, He's been of Service at El---ons. | OLD 
Knight. He ſoon ſhall have ſome. more Directions. 
Fobn. The Cuſtoms have a vacant Place; 


My Son's a hopeful Babe of Grace. 
5 Knight. What, can he write or read ? 
John. No Sir, 7 
| At moſt his Name, or 10 Sir. 
The Boon's too great, - I ſcarce can crave it. 
Kuigbr. No--not at all--Well, let him have it, 
Jobn. The Morning wears apace; tis late 
And Numbers at your Levee wait. 
My L— has been there cer ſince ſix, 
Poets and Politicians mix; 
Do you appear with uſual Grace, 


And mark the Paſſions of each Face; 
Le For 


Brow, and fill my Heart; 
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